
WAY THE, RING WENT ROUND
THE

"Limited
twisted itself

like a serpent in the
wilderness through the
great sand-hol-e of scintil-
lating, red-brow- n, blister-
ing and quivering mirages
by day and shimmering,
shadowy mysteries at
night; and so up into the
orange-grove- s of ifhe Pa-

cific Coast. I

The sun had let on
ahead for the last) time;
and the passengers in the
rear car had disposed
themselves for the last
restless hours of the
journey across the con-

tinent. One young fellow
with unmistakable mark-
ings of a college athlete.
w;is meditatively munch-
ing cheese sandwiches and
drinking lieer when the
front and rear doors open-
ed, with a sharp: "Hands
up, all!" from both ends
at once.

There were two men.
with handkerchiefs over
their faces, and revolvers.
The Mrter had not yet
collected his tips, so they
simply locked him in the
buffet and went about
profitably. They were ts.

Precious little es-

caped them. The express
slowed down at the moun-
tain freight switch. When
it dashed on, the men
were gone, and another
Western incident was his-

tory. Even the porter had
met with his little loss,
for the fellow who ordered the beer
sandwiches had disappeared without
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and cheese
jwying his

check.
Beyond the broad boulevard, engulfed in perennial

green, the way into the foot-hil- ls from Los Angeles
was decidedly dusty. Dust is the trade-mar- k of the
"Land of Flowers" in the dry season. The horse-
man took the hill leisurely. The sun was only
lieginning to draw his pink gauzes about him. He
was by no means ready for a plunge-bat- h in the dis-

tant ccan. The rider drew long breaths as his
eyes swept the widening horizon, with the peculiar
exultation which thrills only one to the manner
born, on his return from exile to earth's Eden.

As they skirted the cliff, he looked down into
San (iabricl Valley, with its sweetly solemn thought
of two centuries ago the old, gray mission, the
silver-plate- d river and protecting mountains gradu-
ating from green to misty blue. With the n.. t turn
it was the flower-se- t city, stretching toward the
sea, till there too the view grew indistinct in tinted
haze. The sea-bree- was bringing from the ocean
the canvas Un which the sun would soon lc
painting a glorious setting. The next turn was
through an arched gate and up a concrete drive,
toward an ideal California villa.

In a wicker arm-cha- ir on the inet veranda sat
the tieauty of the Pacific, conqxtsjted and vitalized.
Nature has a way of bringing the girls of California
up to her own standards when she has the opjmr-tunit- y;

and California girls used to have the commo-

n-sense to leave it to Nature.
When the horse apeared, the girl dropjicd her

Iwxik. balanced herself half over the top step and
.txd waving her handkerchief.

The rider almost dropped his hat in a wild swing,
and bungled in dismounting a frightful jam nw
for a Califorman; but the grand calm had forsaken
him. He had leen loving that girl for only she
knew how long. For years he had lccn living for
the moment which at last had come. His love-tal- k

heretofore elicited only fiercmptory instruc-
tions to wait till his education in the East was com-

pleted.
Until he reached the gate, he hail thought of it

as a foregone conclusion, requiring at raoH onlv
a touch of commonplace sentiment, by wav of
ratification. Hut the girl seemed changed, older,
more grown-up- . She was infinitely prettier even
than he had ever dared think her, and ticfore he
was safrlv on his feet and the horse .it the hitching- -
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post, he was wishing himself a mile back on the
road, where he could think it all out again and brace
up.

"I say, Tige, but it's good to get back!" he began,
tossing his gloves on the veranda. But the touch
of her hand set him trembling, and he turned to
the inevitable brush, the brush that, till the lave-
ments stretched into the suburbs, hung at every
door-xjs- t. high or humble, as much to the incoming
as the iloor-ma- t. "I suppose you've a scold on
ice for me, Tige, for not coming this morning, as
1 wrote," he added. "And 1 wish you'd ssrve it
quick, so that we can get down to common-sense.- "

" We might begin with common-sens- e at once, by
my reminding you that my name is Lilian, or
better. Miss Baxter," she said, standing with
handkerchief in hand, smiling at the bent, busy
figure.

"Glad to hear you haven't changed it." Jack
looked over his shoulder. "I had it right, hadn't
I, on the letter I sent you a week ago?"

"That was a week ago. By the way you spoke,
I thought you might have forgotten."

Jack had resumed the brushing, and said irreg-
ularly: "Miss Lilian Baxter has helpful qualities
for a benighted postman who goes by idiotic bap-
tismal records; but 'Lily' doesn't fit those cheeks
and eyes of yours, or those pretty white grinders.
It never did, and it's worse than ever now, with that
stunning king. By Jove, Tige, but it is stunning!
When did you think it out?" Jack paused to admire,
with the brush in a position suggesting that it
was a flag alwut to be waved. "The only lily you
resemble is a tiger-lil- and Tige fits you better than
ever. I say, are you opening up this way just se

I am late?"
"Indeed I am not. Jack. I knew very well that

you would not be here this morning, when I read
of the hold-u- p last evening on the train. It is
only an effort to remind you that we are out of
kiby frocks, and that if Harvard and Boston have
failed to imbue vou with a sense of proprietv,
v.hy "

"Dear me. I learned lots of things at Harvard.
Tige, that I've no intention of remembering, and
I left there a week ago. But I say, what made
vou think that I wasn't on the evening train when

iiii read of the hold-up1- "

" Hccnusti if you'd lccn there there wouldn't
have In-c- any." The girl ilropi! into the arm-ch.- nr

again, giving the toe of one shpcr a sug

gestive toss. "Do you
suppose I think you would
sit dangling your hands
in the air, for a stranger
to empty vour pockets? "

"Why not?"
"Well, silly, because it

would be cowardly; and
I don't believe that even
an Eastern education
could make a coward out
of vou."

"Would it have been
cowardly, Tige?" Jack
began brushing again, as
though he had found
some more dust.

"Would it? If that
is a proposition from Har-
vard. Jack, it is one thing
you would better have
forgotten before the first
week was out, especially
if you spent that week in
coming back to California.
Think of a earful of peo-
ple sitting like this, for
two men to help them-
selves!" Her pretty hands
went up, handkerchief and
all, and a merry laugh
drifted between them.

"I never carry a revol-
ver, Tige. What could I
have done? And suppose
that a fellow was armed
and ready to take chances.
Wouldn't it have been
rash to set a lot of bullets
Hying about a crowded
car?"

"Maybe, in scholastic
sophistry. Jack; but all
the same to give up and
be pocket-emptie- d was
cowardly; and, being a

California!!. I detest cowardice."
"I should think it more a question of exjiediency

than courage," Jack said, reluctantly hanging up
the brush. He sat down on the top step, the side
away from the arm-chai- r, and leaned against the
post. He could not get his eyes alxive the vagucJ
prophecy of a future crack across the toe of his
riding-boo- t. He was wondering how he came to
feel so satisfied with everything, just outside the
gate.

"That sounded beautifully Bostonish, Jack,"
the girl said; "but you're not in Boston now, my
boy. And you know very well that if you hail been
on the train last evening you would never in all the
world have "

"I was there," Jack said, looking into her eves.
"Jack Wilton! For shame! I don't be"
"I was there, Tige."
"I don't believe it. Jack."
"You'll have to, Tige, for the fellows got the

ring I wrote you about."
"Did you hold up your hands, like this, and let

two men "
"There was only one, near me, Tige. I let him

empty my pockets, and among other things take
the diamond ring I was bringing to you. And
dash it all! I hadn't stopped to have it engraved."

The slipper-to- e gave a different toss. "It is
quite immaterial," she said. "I've no fancy for
lions after they've been turned into lambs in
Eastern universities."

"Tige!"
"Well, I might as well say it right out. Jack.

There's no use waiting for euphony. I mean it.
A pretty protector such a man would make! If
I had licen with you I supose you would have
delivered me up too, if they chose to take me, all
as a matter of cxediency."

"What? With all that "pretty pink chiffon and
those stunning langs, Tige?"

"Some one is coming up the drive. It is Count
Zorotti. a Spanish nobleman. He has taken quite
a fancy to us and h:is been here no end of late. I

g of you to rememlwr that I am Miss Baxter."
Jack rememlicred, and jet he found time for a

certain amused satisfaction over the surprise in the
SKimards eyes and a quiver of his lips which
continually startled his mustache, indicating that
the warmth of consideration lie was receiving was
something new and unexjiccted. He was nut
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